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It was then that Klitch, turning towards the centre
of the shop, saw Stephen Furze, He was standing
looking in, and over his head his big green umbrella.
His face peered forward out of the umbrella as
a tortoise protrudes its little tongue-licking head
from its shell. The rain dripped from the um-
brella. There was a fierce thunder-clap and an in-
tense savage glare of lightning. Klitch saw in that
illumination the bowler hat, the thin line of eyebrow,
the eyes, piercing and yet veiled, the large white
nose, the long tight mouth with the sharp chin. The
flash was gone and there was only the sombre rain-
sodden light from the thunderous sky. A moment
later Furze also was gone and the lady knocked over
a blue vase with the point of her parasol. . . .

By Arden Gate, Ronder, who had felt even that
short climb, said, * Service is over. I am going into
the Cathedral for a moment.'

Gaselee said, * Fiji come with you/

He had been thinking while they were in Bennett's
that Ronder was ageing very fast. Of course we
must all die some time, but it seems a pity when the
brain is still so sharp and active that the rest of the
body should not support it.

Ronder took Gaselee's arm across the grass and
made the same remark that Klitch had made a little
earlier: ' It will all look very different this time
to-morrow.'

'Yes. I hope it's fine. There's thunder
threatening now. Look at that black cloud over
Harry Tower.'

* Yes.' The Cathedral bells rang the half-hour.
' Half-past four. Will you come and have a cup